UNGERN MAKES A BLOOD BATH IN URGA

a few yards of wire, and a riding crop. Little did I
think that in undertaking this errand I was escaping
one of the worst examples of bloody terror in the
history of Urga.

Dzumodo lies north of Urga. Before the war it
was the centre of a gtoup of gold-mines worked by a
Russian company, but at this period the mines were
lying idle, the recent upheavals having frightened the
shareholders and managers away. The Tsarist currency
had depreciated to such an extent that the millions
of roubles with which the safes were crammed were
only worth a few Chinese dollars. Baron Tessing-
hausen, the managing director, had gone to Urga, and
thence to Pekin, and the central office was left in
charge of a book-keeper.

Dzumodo lay quiet and almost deserted under a
mantle of snow. The few people living there were
shut off from the rest of the world, as they were not
allowed to enter Urga, and they were therefore short
of food, tea and salt. I quickly repaked the telephone
line at the few points where the poles had been up-
rooted by storms, then I reported to the book-
keeper and told him the object of my coming. The
store-rooms were fall of material that could be used
in the manufacture of bombs, and the book-keeper
agreed to let us have the lot, provided we would take
with us two or three of his carts and send them back
with a load of provisions from Urga.

J readily accepted this offer, particularly as, in